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That was our moment.

We rose to our knees, made the rope fast to a con-
venient ring in the parapet, paid it out until it lay in
the street below. Traffic had ceased. The sentries were
huddled in their coats, for the night had grown chilly.
Somewhere a dog yapped.

I like to linger over what followed : there have been
hundreds of better escapes, but nothing can take these
moments from me : they are packed, pressed down and
brimming over with pleasure, and when things go wrong
to-day I am still comforted by the memory of how very
right they went on that occasion.

Wre vaulted the parapet, slipped down the rope. In
my descent I half kicked down the sign-board of a shop,
and Peter, who followed, completed the disaster. We had
made noise enough to wake the dead ; and in our haste
we had ripped open our hands. But we were free, and
no one had stirred.

After two and a half years of captivity we were free.
A long misery was behind us, a great hope in front.
Facts are blessed things : life-buoys to which neurotics
may cling in the seas of doubt which encompass them: my
hopes and plans for the past two years had found physical
expression. The slothful years vanished in the twinkling
of an eye. We had outwitted the Turks and the world
was before us.

After lighting cigarettes, we strolled away in our
stockinged feet, ready to run for our lives if need arose.

Once well clear of the garrison, we stopped, put on our
boots, consulted the map. We were at the ruins of the
ancient church of St. John the Baptist, amongst trees
which overshadowed the ghostly turbaned tombs of

Islamic dead and the older graves of the Sleepless Monks.
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